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JN A short time Margaret retired. The fragrance of her 
wonderful flowers seemed to caress her. She closed her 
eyes, and she seemed to hear the beautiful music again. 

5 & But no, it wasn’t music she heard. Some one was sigh- 
(ia) ing. A light flashed, and she opened her eyes. 

[LL a | A soft red glow filled her room, and here and there 
bright red stars seemed to twinkle. If they had been golden she might 
have thought that they were huge fireflies. 

As she became accustomed to the strange light the dim forms took 
shape, and she saw that her room was filled with little people. 

Oh! they were so cunning and beautiful. Dear little chubby 
babies, with pearly white skin. Some had blue eyes, some brown; 
some had soft straight hair, and others had curly ringlets. 

A bright red light shone from the breast of each little person as he 
pointed his finger at her and said reproachfully, “Oh! Rainbow Girl, 


you are a promise that forgot.” 
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There it was, that dreaded name again! NHot with anger, Mar- 
garet sprang out of bed and was attempting to drive her little visitors 
from the room when she remembered what Mr. Carson had told her. 

“Oh!” she cried, “I’m sorry I was so cross. Don’t be frightened.” 

But not one of the little people had moved an inch, and their red 
lights gleamed even more brightly. 

“How beautiful you are!” cried Margaret. 

“You are a Promise, too,” they returned, “only you have forgotten 
to keep your lights shining. If you will come with us we will take 
you away to Rainbow Land, and then perhaps you will remember.” 

“But I can’t fly,” said Margaret. 

“But your thoughts can fly! All you have to do is to think, and 
think, and think, and then you'll be there,” came the answer. 

““But what must I think of” came Margaret’s puzzled question. 

“Oh! Promise Girl, how much you've forgotten! No wonder 
your lights don’t shine. Think of the Land of Love, where the dearest 
Person lives.” 

_ And all the Promies talked so hard and so fast about this Person 
that Margaret could not tell what they were saying. Then she was 
filled with a deep desire—she must see this wonderful being. 

A road of softly glowing red seemed to lead upward from the 
room. The Promies beckoned, and Margaret, filled with a strangely 
sweet hope, began to ascend. 

As she followed, the road widened, and soon the little girl found 
— in a great garden of familiar looking blossoms—but large, very 
arge. | 

“Oh! what enormous sweet peas!” cried Margaret. “I never 
saw anything so beautiful.” 

_ At that, the Promies clapped their hands in delight. “She re- 
members! She remembers!” they cried. 

But Margaret did not remember, though she tried and tried. 

Suddenly she heard a sound. She held her breath in ecstasy, for it 
was sweeter by far than the music of Mr. Carson’s violin. Some one 
was crooning a lullaby. 

is it?” she breathed. 

“Tt’s the dearest Person singing to the Sweet P’s,” came the 
answer. 

It was all very strange. Margaret couldn’t understand it. Why 
should any one sing to vines? 

She was about to ask the reason, when a turn in the sed brought 
them to a spot more beautiful than she had ever dreamed of. Great 
shining vines laden with fragrant sweet peas and enormous pods were 
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everywhere. Winding paths threaded their inviting ways through the 
midst of them. 

Some one was working among the plants. It was the owner of 
the beautiful voice. As she came into view, the Promies, with a cry 
of joy, left Margaret and ran pell-mell to meet her. Soon her eager 
arms were filled with the clinging, loving baby forms. 

At last she pushed them gently away, and turning, stretched forth 
her arms to the lonely little girl. 

For the first time Margaret saw her face, and a lump came into 
her throat, for the loving face was not strange at all. It was like the 
= of Jesus’ mother in a picture Mr. Carson had shown her that very 

ay. 

In another moment, Margaret was cuddled closely in those dear 
arms, her head resting on the kindly breast. “Oh! Mother Love, 
Mother Love,” she cried, “I could stay here forever!” 

“But, little Promise Girl, your lights are not burning,” said the 
gentle voice. “You must make them shine again.” 

“I will, Mother Love, I will,” answered the little girl, eagerly. 
““Please show me how. I'll do anything for you.” 

Then the kind voice explained that Margaret was a Promise which’ 
had been sent into the world to love and help other people, and that 
her lights could never shine until she had fulfilled that promise. 

“And so I have brought. you here with the hope that it will help 
you to remember,” finished Mother Love. ‘“‘Come, let us go to the 
Promies.” 

““But where are the Promies>?” asked the child, for not one was in 
sight. 

“All around us,” answered Mother Love, as she looked smilingly 
into the puzzled face. “Come, I will show you.” And she led the 
way to the vines. 

“T never saw such large sweet peas before,” said Margaret, as she 
lightly touched a flower with her hand. 

Mother Love looked a little sad as she said, “Dear, the flowers 
are not sweet peas. They are thoughts. Here are the sweet P’s— 
sweet promises, you know.”” And she tenderly opened a pod. 

“Oh! oh! oh!” was all that Margaret could say as she saw what 
was in the pod. And no wonder, for curled up and sound asleep, with 
his hand in his mouth, lay a tiny, dark-haired Promie. 

Stooping down, she put her arms around the pod and held it closely. 
“Now I know why you sing to your flowers,” she said. “Are there 
Promies in all these pods? There must be hundreds and hundreds 
of them.” 


“There are millions and millions of them,” was the gentle response. 
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“‘They are put into my care by the Great Gardener, and his kingdom 
shall come upon the earth, even as it is in heaven, when all the promises 


are fulfilled.” 
(To be continued) 


A WONDERFUL LETTER 


Not long ago a man in the Verdugo Hills wrote a wonderful 
letter. It was a letter to jack rabbits, and cottontails, and squirrels. 

The way he came to do it was that his wife wanted him to buy a 
shotgun and to set traps and things that would kill the rabbits and the 
squirrels. And the reason she wanted them caught and killed was that 
they were eating up the new green things that she had planted in her 
garden. 

Now this man is a strange fellow and he didn’t want to kill the 
rabbits and squirrels. ““You see, my dear,” he said to his wife, “these 
folks are'our neighbors. They were here before we came, and we are 
really trespassers on their domain. And, besides all that, I did not 


_give them the life they have, and I have no right to take it away. I 


shall write them a letter and ask them not to destroy our garden, or at 
least to leave us a fair share of it.” 

Now would you blame any woman if she flew into a temper at 
having a husband like that? 

Well, anyway, he wrote the letter to the rabbits and the squirrels. 
It was a kind and a friendly letter, and no right-minded jack or cotton- 
tail, or squirrel for that matter, could take exception to it. And he 
stuck the letter on a stick and posted it in the middle of the garden. 

And from that day to this not a thing in that garden has been 
touched by a rabbit or any of his family, or by any squirrel or any of 
his relations. 

Pooh, pooh, said the neighbors, it was because that white piece 
of paper on the stick scared them, that they don’t eat up the stuff. 

But the man says it is because they read the letter, and they are 
good neighbors, and want to show their appreciation of the fact that 


he would rather lose a garden than kill any living thing that the good 
God made.—Exchange. 


Whenever you're angry, 
Pretend you're a bird, 
And sing just a little 
But don’t say a word. 
—Normal Instructor. 
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)ID you ever go to the end of the rainbow? Well if you 
didn’t, it is-a perfectly wonderful place, I can tell you. 
Lots of things you never dreamed of are there, but only 
those can get to the end of the rainbow who know the 
secret path. And of course, you can’t find the many things 
there unless you first find the way. Even Peter Pan did 
not know the way until recently. Only just the other day Rick, the 
man who draws the pictures for Wee Wisdom, asked me why I didn’t 
take you to the end of the rainbow. My first thought. was that no 
one could really go to the end of the rainbow, because no matter how 
fast you travel toward it, it travels just as fast, and you never come 
nearer to it than you were when you started. 

Now, I’ve found out how to get to the end of the rainbow, but 
instead of telling you how, I want to see if you can t find out for your- 
selves. It’s a regular puzzle, and an interesting one, too. I am going 
to show you some things about the rainbow, then see if you can find 
where the end of it really is. I will have you come with me to the 
broad, level plains of Western Nebraska. There is lots of room out 
there, and we can chase rainbows all we like. We will meet on the 
biggest, flattest section of the country that we can find. 

Of course the weather man has staged a rain with a little sun in 
between, and right over there, seemingly only a little way from us, is 
a gorgeous rainbow. Look closely, and you can see that it comes 
down about one-fourth of a mile from us, and right by that little 
mound. Now Joe, you run over to that mound, and while you are 

- going there, I want George to run about the same distance in an opposite 
direction. When you get to your destinations, note carefully just where 
the end of the rainbow is, and report to us when you come back. 

After a few minutes of enjoying the many colors of the rainbow, 
Joe and George are with us again. 
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“‘Joe, where was the rainbow when you got to the little mound?” 

“Tt was clear over by that tree, and just about the same distance 
from the mound that it was from me when I started.” 

““Mary, I saw you watching Joe very closely; tell us if the rain- 
bow moved.” 

““No; it stayed right where it was, and when he got up on the 
mound he was right at the end of the rainbow.” 

“George, what have you to say about it?” 

“As I walked back, the rainbow kept coming back this way 
until the end of it seemed to come right down where we are now 
standing.” 

““Peter Pan! Peter Pan! I know where it is!”” shouts Mary. 
“T know where the’ end of the rainbow is!” 

“All right Mary; tell us about it, for I am sure each one of us 
has already guessed.” 

“Tt is every place, because if it is in a different place for Joe, 
George, and the rest, it is in a different place for everybody.” 

“You are right, Mary.” 

“But Peter Pan, how about the pot of gold at the end of the 
rainbow 2” inquires Joe. 

**Joe, you surely are going to be a business man, because you are 
already on the lookout for gold. The pot of gold and all the other 
wonderful things you have been told about are at the end of the 
rainbow, all right, and as the end of the rainbow is every place, so are 
all those wonderful things.” 

_ “Well, why don’t we find them, if they are every place >” 

“*Just because we look at everything else in the same way that 
we look at the rainbow. Do you remember that to George the end of 
the rainbow looked to be where we are, and to us it looked to be 
— Joe was, and to Joe it looked like it was away off some other 
place? 

“So we look at the other things of life. We see our neighbors 
and friends as having the best things to make them happy and the best 
opportunity to be happy and to find success. They look at us in just 
the same way. The truth is that the end of the rainbow is where you 
are, and the pot of gold and all the other wonderful things are where. 
you are. Of course there isn’t a great big bucket of real gold sitting 
around everywhere. If there was, there would not be room for any- 
thing else. But all the things necessary to produce a bucket of gold 
and all that we can possibly need, are right with us all the time. All 
we have to do is discover this and then set about with mind, life, and 
body, to bring things to pass. ‘We must remember that God, the 
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Creator of all things, is the real mind, life, and body, of everything, 
and the power that works them all out into expression. 

**Just where we are is the best place in the world for us; if we 
are happy, if we use what we have and do our best with it. something 
worth more than a dozen pots of gold will be ours.” 

“Is that the way we find happiness too, Peter Pan?” 

““Yes, for happiness is the result of learning to love and appreciate 
the opportunities which are right here. At the end of every rainbow 
is happiness, if we learn that every rainbow ends right down inside 
where the desire for happiness begins. 

“We are told that the rainbow is a symbol of promise. If we 
can realize that our true and unselfish desires are but promises of their 
own fulfillment, and then set about to earnestly use the best we have 
and are, we will find happiness in helping to make it true, and this 
happiness will be doubled when it does come true.” ‘ 


THE PHILOSOPHY OF A SIX-YEAR-OLD 
Mrs. W. B. Morcan 


I’m a little minute in the big world’s clock; 
I’m as busy as can be. 


My duties I do—kind thoughts I unlock, 


For it’s minutes that count, you see. 
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=KNOWING 


OW THAT the new school year is beginning, we all wish 
to know how we can do our very best in our studies. 
When we put our thoughts on our lessons and are 
quick to do all that our teachers ask of us, we make our 
school life happy for ourselves, for our teachers, and for 
©} our schoolmates. We also please our parents. But the 
best of all is that we are training ourselves to become useful men and 
women in the world. 

Our main business at school is to learn the lessons given us. 
Sometimes our books have seemed rather hard to understand. But we 
have been finding that God is our life, our goodness, our health and our 
love, and now we are going to prove that he is our intelligence. By 
intelligence we mean the knowing that will make our studies easy and 
pleasant for us. ; 

God is Mind, and Mind is the thinking, knowing part of us. 
When men or women write books, they do so because God-Mind is 
telling them what to say in the books. When the truths about the 
earth are written in a book, we call the book a geography. God-Mind 
made the earth, so of course it knows all about the earth. God-Mind 
is in the one who writes the book, telling the author what to say. God- 
Mind is in you and in me, knowing the same truths that it knows in the 
mind of the geographer. When we study geography it will be easy 
for us, if we ask God-Mind to make plain to us what the book means. 

It is the same way with all our studies. Whatever God-Mind 
has told to any man or any woman who has written school books, it 
will tell to us, too; and some day it will tell us a great deal more than 
it has ever told any man or woman, so far in the world’s history. But 
just now it will tell us the truths that are in our books, and tell them in 
a way which we shall never forget. 

So we shall not be afraid of our studies. We shall remember all 
the time that God-Mind knows in us, always and always. We shall 
remember that it is trying to tell us wonderful things out of its great 
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knowledge, and that we shall become more and more intelligent be- 
cause our minds are part of God-Mind, which knows all things. All 
that we know or ever shall know, comes out of this great Mind into 
our minds. 

When we are preparing one lesson, we will know that God- 
Mind is making clear to our minds whatever subject we may be study- 
ing. We will not think about our other lessons, until the time comes in 
which we should prepare them. We will be glad, so glad that we 
know how to understand everything that is written in our books. 

When recitation or examination time comes, we know that God- 
Mind speaks through us, telling the right thought to be given; and we 
know, too, that all the good things we have learned we shall remember 
always, for God-Mind never forgets; it quickly knows in you and in 
me, whatever we need to know or remember. We shall always be 
very thankful to the wise, kind, Mind of God that tells us all that we 
ask to know. 

Here is a thought that will help us with our studies: 

God-Mind in me knows everything that is written in my books. 

To help our schoolmates, we can think for them, 

God-Mind in you knows everything that is written in your books. 

QUESTIONS ON KNOWING 


How can we make our school life successful ? 

What do we mean by intelligence? 

What is God-Mind? 

Tell why men and women write books. 

How do we receive everything that we know? 

Explain how we can use God-Mind in preparing our lessons. 
Does the great mind of God ever forget? 


WEE WISDOM BOOSTER BANK 


Let us tell you of an easy way to get Wee Wisdom subscriptions for your 
cousins, the little girl next door, the boy around the corner, your schoolmates, or 
any other little friends of your choice. 

Just send for a Booster Bank, follow the directions which come with it, and 
in a very short time, you'll have the money to renew your own subscription for 
Wee Wisdom, or to get the magazine for some other children of your acquaint- 
ance. 

Wee Wisdom is a delightful little magazine as it is; but we want to make 
it larger, so that you may have more stories and pictures. This we shall be able 
to do soon if each Booster becomes a Booster in deed as well as in name. 

You may always keep the Booster Bank, which is being made very hand- 
some for your pleasure. Send for a bank, and be a real Booster. 

UNITY SCHOOL OF CHRISTIANITY, 
Tenth and Tracy, Kansas City, Mo. 
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The following were crowded out of the Birthday Number. 


THE WISH THAT CAME TRUE 
ALICE PETERSON 


One bright summer day, two little girls were sitting on the grass 
in front of a small but beautiful cottage. Each one was trying to think 
of something to play. After what seemed a very long time, Ethel 
said, “Oh! I know what we can do, Bessie. Let’s wish for some- 
_ thing and see how soon that something comes true.” 

. “All right,” answered Bessie. “You think of something, and so 
will I.” 

For two or three minutes there was silence, except for the singing 
of the birds and the buzzing of the bees. Then Ethel said, “I know 
what my wish is; I want to get a nice, new dress and hat for my birth- 
day, which is not far off.” 

“My wish is that I may make Jane Andrews well and happy, for 
you know she seems to be a cripple,” said Bess. 

“Oh! is that all you want?” exclaimed Ethel, “I should think 
you'd wish for something else.” 

“Well,” said Bess, “I'd like to have a pony, but I’d rather see 
Jane well.” 

A moment later Ethel said, “I think I'll go home,” and with that 
she raced down the hill. 

As soon as Ethel had gone home Bessie went into the little 
cottage and told her mother all about Ethel and herself. She told 
how they had wished and what their wishes had been. Bessie’s mother 
always knew just the comforting thing to say, and she told her she 
thought that her wish would come true. 

Next day’ Bessie went to see Jane. She asked her if she would 
like to get well. | 

“Oh!” she replied, * ‘Td love to, only I can’t.” 

“Yes you can,” said Bess, “if you will only try my way!” 

“Tell me what you mean!” cried Jane, impatiently. 
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“My way,” said Bess, “‘is praying to God and letting him help 
ou. 

“But I don’t understand you,” said Jane. Then she asked, 
“Will you come tomorrow and tell me all about it, because I have to 
eat my supper now.” 

“Yes, I'll come,” promised Bess. 

Bess went the next day, and many more days besides, to help 
Jane pray. 

Jane’s mother was surprised at her daughter, because of her rapid 
progress toward health. She soon knew the reason, and so she helped 
Jane also until she was well. 

One day as Jane and Bess were taking a walk, Bessie told Jane 
all about the day when she and Ethel had made their wishes. Just 
as she finished telling the story they saw Ethel. When Ethel saw 
Jane she stared in utter amazement. 

Jane told Ethel how Bessie had helped her and how she was 
cured. Ethel praised Bess very much, but Bess declared that it was 
not she who had helped Jane, but God. 

When Bessie walked home with Jane, Jane told her that she 
had a surprise for her. 

As soon as Jane’s uncle heard that she was well he gave a pretty 
pony to Jane and one to Bess, and he gave them riding lessons, also. 
Both the girls were very happy, and that night Bessie said to her 
mother, “Both my wishes have come true at last, and it is all through 
the Truth.” 

Her mother’s reply was, “Yes, dear, we can do everything 
through the Truth.” 


THE NICEST DAY 
MiLprep M. Epwarps 

This is the way you go up above the tree tops, above the tree 
tops, above the tree tops, above the tree tops. This is the way you 
go up above the tree tops, on as nice a day as this. 

This is the way you look above, look above, look above. This is 
the way you look above, on as nice a day as this. 

This is the way you swing along, swing along, swing along. This 
is the way you swing along, on as nice a day as this. 

This is the way you see the pretty fields and gardens, the pretty 
fields and gardens, the pretty fields and gardens. ‘This is the way you 
see the pretty fields and gardens, on as nice a day as this. 

This is the way you see the pretty animals that God made, the 
pretty animals, the pretty animals. This is the way you see the pretty 
animals that God made, on the nicest day. 
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GOD'S WORKS 
by MaBeL BEHLKE 
Busy Birdies 
Mother bird sits upon the nest, 
Giving her eggs their final test, 
To see if each a birdie will be, 
That will build its nest high up in a tree. 


Loving Flowers 
The flowers grow with all their might, 
And seem to spring up in the night, 
Some are common, and some are rare, 
All blooming in love’s golden air. 


Haffpy Insects 
The insects fly from place to place, 
Thinking of the wondrous space. 
All of them ’twould be hard to name, 
And all that are happy we cannot blame. 


Glowing Sunlight 
Day after day the sun climbs high, 
Shining the brightest for those who try, 
Drawing flowers up to its golden light, 
Making earth beautiful after night. 


Sparkling Fountain 
Down at the foot of the mountain, 
There is a bright sparkling fountain. 
Its cool deep waters play all day, 
And all through the warm month of May. 


Bright Baby Eyes 

Oh! the bright, gleaming, baby eyes! 
They look like stars straight from the skies; 
They are the color of the deep blue, 
And are so innocent and true. 


Putting all these things together; 
Fountain, flowers, and birds of feather, 
Insects, baby’s eyes, and sunlight, 

All help to make God’s world bright, 
And are God’s Works. 
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HOW IRENE LEARNED THE TRUTH 
CELESTE BELNAP (age 9) 

Poor Irene was lying in bed, her hot little head with its long, 
black curls tossing restlessly on the snow white pillow; she was sick. 

Irene Brooke was a pretty child. She was dark complexioned, 
with black eyes and rosy cheeks, now made doubly so with fever. 
She had a sweet disposition and was always kind and gentle to every 
one. She had been very ill for nearly a week. 

Every time she had a chance, her mother would read to her or 
amuse her in some way. One day Irene was made very happy, even 
in her sickness, for one of her friends sent her a Wee Wisdom, and 
every time her mother read it to her (which she did many times), it 
brought to her mind the thought that there is no sickness, and that the 
Lord is all-powerful, and that he is our strength and healing. 

Her mother also took to heart Wee Wisdom’s teachings, which 
are God’s teachings. She sent the doctors away, and gave Irene no 
more medicine. In a short time Irene’s body became strong once 
more. As soon as she was able to write she subscribed for Wee Wis- 
dom, which had done her so much good. 

Now this is the end of Irene’s sickness forever; she put all evil out 
of her mind entirely. 


THE SCHOOL BOY MISSIONARY 
Lee (Age 15) 


Two boys once went to school together. They were not a bit 
alike in nature or looks. One, who was called Harry, was clever at 
his lessons and also at sports, but he was not popular with the boys. 
The other boy, Eric, was dull and not good at games. But the other 
boys all loved him, and he seemed to radiate happiness wherever he 
went. 

_One day Harry said to Eric, “I wonder why you are so much 
better liked than I am?” ; 

Eric answered by asking Harry if he believed in God. “Of 
course I do,” said Harry, looking red and uncomfortable. 

“Do you pray to him every night>”’ asked Eric. 

“No, I don’t, because I’m afraid the boys might laugh at me. 


. Besides I can’t pray ’cause I’ve got nobody to pray to. I used to pray 


to Mother when I was little, you know, kneel at her feet and say my 
prayers to her.” 

“Oh! Harry, what a great pity your mother died!” said Eric; 
he continued, “How she must long to help you now! ‘You should 
pray to God, not to some human person like yourself. Take all your 
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oe to Him and ask for help, and see what a difference it will 
make!” 

After that Eric and Harry were seen often together, and from 
then on Harry seemed to grow more popular. Some of the boys 
thought that Eric had taken him in hand, but really it was almighty 
God working through Eric. 

Do you not think, Wees, that there is somebody going to school 
with you who needs helping? I am sure there are a great many. Why 
not do as Eric did? It is selfish to want to keep our good news to our- 
selves. Let us cry it aloud for the whole world to hear and let— 


The gospels sound, diffused from pole to pole, 
Where winds can carry and where waves can roll. 


Whittier wrote: 
Prayers of love, like raindrops fall. 
Leaves of pity are cooling dew, 
And dear to the heart of our Lord 
Are all who suffer like him in the good they do. 


GRANDMA'S STORY 
MABLE INGRAM 


It was a winter’s evening and the fire in the fireplace was flaming 
and glowing. The children were sitting around Grandma and she 
said, “I will tell you a story.” They all said they’d be good, so 
Grandma began: 

“Once upon a time there was a little boy called Moses. In that 
time little boys could be killed by the king. But the boy’s mother 
made a reed basket, and tucked her baby into it, and put the basket 
in the river Nile. She told her little girl to watch the baby. Soon the 
Princess, with her maid, came to the river to bathe, and she saw the 
basket and told her maid to get it. She looked in it, and there was a 
baby boy, and she said she would adopt him. 

“Then the girl that was watching came out of the rushes and 
said, ‘I will go and get a nurse for you.’ “Go,’ said the Princess. So 
she went to the city and got her mother—the mother of the baby. 

“So it happened the mother was hired to take care of her own 
child. ‘When he got older the Princess took him to the palace to live, 
and he was sent to school. 

“He grew to be a great man and wrote the Commandments 
which we have now. Isn’t that a nice story?” asked Grandma. 

“Yes,” said the children as they skipped off to bed, delighted 
with the story of Moses. 
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DEANE'S LESSON IN FAITH 
AUNT RUTH 
“Mamma, do you believe in God?” Dean asked with breaking 


voice, as he came bursting into the room. 

“You know I do, Son. Why do you ask >” queried his mother. 

““Well,’”’ he explained, “I was trying to chop the bark off some 
sticks of wood and the chips flew up and hit me. I knew it was right 
for me to cut the wood, so I asked God to keep it from hitting me, and 
I kept on chopping. Then the chips flew more than ever, right into my 
face, and hurt me worse than before. There isn’t any God,” he con- 
cluded sobbingly, as he rubbed his injured face. 

““Deane,” remonstrated his mother with much concern, you are 
not the first one to doubt God because you can’t make him set aside 
law to answer your demands. God’s Law is unchangeable, and it is a 
part of that Law that if you strike a stick at a certain angle it causes 
the chips to fly in a given direction. If you violate the Law you pay 
the penalty, and ignorance of the Law doesn’t save you. You should 
pray for wisdom and understanding. Watch how you strike the stick. 
Say, ‘God is my intelligence’ and you will soon learn how to strike it in 
just the right spot; then you will work in harmony with the Law, which 
is God, and you will accomplish what you wish without trouble.” 

Deane’s face brightened and he started toward the door, his faith 
abundantly increased through understanding. 


FOR-GET-ME-NOT 
Selection contributed by Asta Emerson 
When to the flowers so beautiful, 


The Father gave a name, 
Back came a little blue-eyed one, 
All timidly it came, 
And standing at the Father’s feet, 
And gazing in his face 
It said, in low and trembling tones, 
With sweet and gentle grace, 
“Dear God, the name thou gavest me, 
Alas! I have forgot.” 
Then kindly looked the Father down, 
And said, “Forget-me-not.”” 
—Selected. 


Great Boo-a-Bug-Bill was a sea captain brave, 
Who spent all his time on the wide ocean wave. 
His crew were such sailors as you and | know; 
They never so tall as their captain would grow. 
The Seeker, his ship, was the joy of his heart, 
And in his adventures the crew had their part. 
For we are all brothers,” said Boo-a-Bug-Bill ; 
“Let us serve one another with hearty good will.” 


For innocent search was no other ship manned 
To cruise such strange byways as Boo-a-Bug planned. 
“We will voyage, my hearties, on kindliest sport, 

To the shores of the Moon Isle, a far distant port, 

And you shall there find what the winds have told me, 
A magical island that floats on the sea. 

Hoist all the white sails! To the work with a zest! 
We shall ride on the streams of the wind to the west.” 
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To their posts rushed the crew, set the ship under sail, 
And the tall Captain stood with his hand on the rail. 
Blue, blue was the sky as they swept on their way, 

And blue was the water they powdered with spray. 
Fresh and sweet were the breezes that bore them along, 


Fresh and sweet were the voices that rose in the song, 

“O Moon Isle! O Moon Isle! we seek your bright shores, 

Like bird of white plumage our gallant ship soars; | 

O tarry for us, silver land of our dreams, 

We would anchor our bark where your tender light 
streams. 


So onward they sailed under high summer sun, 

And happier voyage no ship ever run. 

So onward they sailed in the shade of the night, 

And they watched the horizon the Island to sight. 
The man on the lookout cried, “Ho! see arise 

A glowing fan spreading from seas to the skies! 

Tis the Moon Isle! I know by the sweep of the rays 
That fill all the air with a rainbowlike haze!" 

The dim island spread out before them remote, 
Like fair water lily on bayou afloat. 
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hey entered thickesprinkled with stars, 
Moon Harbor Boo, “Sail on, valiant tars! 
" But ever they strove toward the thin, crescent beach 


The Island)kept moving just out of their reach, 


“A magical Teland!" cried Boo-a-Bup-Bill, 

“We will capture, it yet! Saill Sail, and with a will!” 
And thought night had come, it was clear as the dawn, 
A comet for’ lighthouse directing them on, 

The Captain stood thinking, a plan to evolve 

By which this queer trouble he hoped toe Fesolve. 

Then, he Frew b back his ead, and with @ gay laugh, 
ich was easily he 4 a mile a half, 
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He said, “My good comrades, this plan I propound: 
We'll sail on all sides, and the Island surround!” 


Now opens a new way to play hide-and-seek, 

The strange contest lasting for over a week. 

To north the ship races, to westward it beats, 

The Island runs forward, then quickly retreats. 
Southward rushes the ship, eastward swiftly it reels, 
The Isle skitters wildly; it pauses, then wheels. 
Which way it may turn, it finds just before 

The Seeker, which ever draws nearer its shore. 

At last, with a quiver, it settles to rest, 

In the circle, the Seeker around it had pressed. 


Thus ended the quest, and each man for a charm 
Plucked a star from the harbor to wear on his arm. 
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ROYAL, SECRETARY 


Object—To radiate sunshine, even in the darkest corners of the world. 
Colors—Red and yellow (Life and Wisdom). 
Motto—Love never faileth. 


Pin—The three wise monkeys. I see no evil, hear no evil, and speak 
no evil. 


Requirement for M embership—A simple request addressed to the Secretary 
of the Booster Club, 915 Tracy Ave., Kansas City, Mo 


Reports—All reports must be in by the fifteenth of a month before the 
date of issue. 


Pins—Twenty-five cents each. 


Denver, Colo. 
Dear Wees—I will not have time to write much, but I would like to 


be helped not to be weak and cry when some one laughs at me. Wee Wis- 
dom is a great help to your loving, Marian Garwood. 

We want every Wee and Booster who reads this letter to stop 
and be still and say, “Marian will not cry, for she has nothing to cry 
about. Every one is doing his.best, and even those who seem unkind 
by laughing are only making mistakes, which they will outgrow.” 


Springfield, Mo. 
Dear W ees—This is the first time I have written to you. I like your 
magazine very much and am very much interested in “The Little Gray 
House at the End of the Lane,” and the Bible stories. live in the country 
and everything is so green and pretty. Nature is surely a wonderful thing. 
The stars shine down and peep into my window. I want to be a Booster. 
I am sending a little verse named sunshine. 
It’s the song we sing and the smile we wear, 
That’s making the sunshine everywhere. 
Your loving friend, Frances Marion Hazeltine. 


Fort Laramie, Wyo. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I love you very much, and I know that the 

rest of the Boosters love you, too. I sent you to two of my cousins in Cali- 
fornia, and they wrote back and told me that they loved you very much. 
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They are always ready for the next one before the old one gets cold. My 
Auntie and a niece and my little cousins came to live in Fort Laramie, and 


I am so glad. Love to all the Boosters. Your friend, Ellen Wilson. 


Hollywood, Cal. 
My. dear Mrs. Fillmore—I would like to join the Booster Club. I 


can write to pass the time, because I have no one to play with. We live 
too far away to have anybody come up and play with me, and so I have 
to play by myself. My mother is going to write to you, and send you 
money for another year. Very truly, Ellen Joby. 


Ellen’s address is 6100 Sunset Boulevard, and here is a fine 
chance for some Boosters to boost happiness into Ellen’s life by being 
her playmates in a game of letters. How many will volunteer to play ? 


Detroit, Mich. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—Peter Pan writes such nice stories of the farm 
that I would like to see him. We will be with you next month. May I 
join the Booster Club then? I like all the stories and the letters and want 
very much to see Royal. I learn the Pillow Verses and say them every 
night. The true words help me very much. Yours with love, 


Beverly Ecklund. 


We are glad to tell you that Beverly came, and that we enjoyed 
her visit very much. 


Louisville, Ky. 
Dearest Wees—Stop! Look! Listen! Please, dearest ones, may I 


join your happy band of “Sunshine Scatterers”? I should just love to be a 
member. My little sister, Catherine, has been getting Wee Wisdom since 
December. Several weeks ago I became interested and decided to write to 
the Club. I don’t believe there are any other members of the Club in dear old 
“Kaintucky,”—just little me. I certainly hope there will be more before 
long. I am thirteen years old, and am a “Freshie” in High School. 
Please, some of the boys and girls write to me. My street address is 839 
Fehr Avenue. I will answer promptly. I’m going to write to some of the 
Boosters this week. I love to get letters! Don’t you? Now, dear, happy 
little Wees, I’m going to close but the next time I write I will tell you my 
way of trying to scatter sunshine. Love, Eleanor Huber. 


Los Gatos, Cal. 
Dearest Wee Wisdom—lIt has been so long since I wrote you that I 


feel almost like a stranger. The summer seemed to go so quickly. It is fall 
already. It is warm here, but it helps the prunes, so we have to stand it. 
I am sorry that I couldn’t be at the birthday party, but I hope the secretary 
has given us a good report of it in Wee Wisdom. I want you to know 
that I love you, and think of you all the time, and all of my friends that I 
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have made through you. One side of my room is covered with their pic- 
tures. Your verses help me so much, although I use my own prayer a 
great deal. Dear Wee Wisdom, I'll never forget you, and will try and 
drop you a note occasionally. With lots of love to all, Your true Wee, 


Harriet Eells. 
Elmer Merle Scheppegrell, New Orleans, La., sent a fine letter 
which arrived too late to publish in the Birthday number but the little 
poem which he also forwarded follows: 
God sees through my eyes, so how can they 
See that which is not beautiful > 
God speaks with my lips, so how can they 
Say anything that is not kind and true? 
God works with my hands, so how can they 
Make anything that is not pure or good? 
God lives within me, so can I make aught but a 
pure temple within, 
In which forevermore God, my Life, may live? 
Enid J. Herzog, of Alameda, Cal., sent to her Wee Wisdom 
friends the little poem which follows: 
MY REWARD 
The other day I was very good; 
I helped my mother all I could. 
I dusted every chair, 
And all the glassware I did shine, 


So in the afternoon my reward was a dime. 


Montreal, Canada. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—My grandmother gave me some money to buy 


me a birthday present, so I renewed my subscription to Wee Wisdom with 
it. One of my friends, who is staying at the shore for a month, has mumps. 
There is a little baby in the house and they are afraid he will catch it. 
Please, Boosters, pray for my friend, and that the baby will not be sick. I 
have been having a friend out to stay with me for a week. She is going 
home tomorrow. She seems to be very much interested in Wee Wisdom, 
especially the stories the Boosters write. I give my love to all the Boosters. 

Celeste Belnap. 

Tampa, Fla. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—I should like very much to be enrolled in the 
Booster Club. I am sending twenty-five cents for a Booster pin. My 
friends and I have formed a club. We call ourselves Sunshine Boosters. 
There are five of us; Anita Howell, Beatrice Brown, Mable Alburg, Kate 
Miller and myself. Wee Wisdom, you are the magazine I love best. 

Yours in Truth, Viola Bradbury. 
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Amesbury, Mass. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—I get you every month, and I like you very 
much. The eighteenth of June was my birthday. I had a very good 
_ time. My sister and brother and I, each have a baby rabbit. We have a 
kitten, too. I am staying at Amesbury for a while, but my real home 
address is 16 Channing Avenue, Providence, R. I. We are up on a high 
hill, here, and are having a nice time. I am nine years old, and I want to 
belong to the Boosters. My sister is six, my brother five. I do want some 
of you to write to me here; my address is Bailey Hill, Amesbury, Mass. 
I am near the Atlantic ocean. I went to Whittier’s birthplace and 
Whittier’s home in Amesbury. We can see many things from the house. 
I must close now, Yours truly, Mary Campbell. 
We are glad to enroll you as a Booster, and if your brother and 
sister are not Boosters we invite them to become members, also. The 
three of you can wonderfully boost the good where you are and also 
in your home city. 


Jersey City, N. J. 
Dear Royal—In the June Wee Wisdom it states that Anna Cooper 
of New York is trying to organize a Booster Club. I do not know what 
part of New York City she lives in, but if you could please send me her 


address I could write to her and tell her about the Unity Sunday School 
in the Hotel Astor, where I go. It is on Forty-fourth Street and Broad- 
way. If she lives in some part of the city so far away that she feels she 
cannot come, I think this would be a wonderful thing for her to say (1 
have made many demonstrations using these words), “I am the son of God 
and all that the Father has is mine. I know that I can have a Booster 
Club, because all that the Father has is mine.” With love, 
Ruth Sulz. 

Ruth, you are a practical little Truth student and you should do 

big things in the world. Anna Cooper’s address is 108 W. 138th St. 


Valley, Wash. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—This is my first letter to you, but I like you very 
much and I am always anxious for you to come. I like “The Little Gray 
House at the End of the Lane,” the best of the stories. I like the “Peter 
Pan” stories, too, for I like to go out on trips with Peter Pan boys and 
girls. I am glad that you are larger than you were, but I wish that you 
could come every week. I would like to live where there is a Booster Club. 
I would like to have some Boosters write to me. I wonder if there are any 
Boosters living in Washington. I have been getting along better in my 
studies since you have been visiting me. My brother Sherman, 13 years of 
age, sister Nina, 7 years of age, and I would like to join the Booster Club. 
We live on a farm in Colville valley, and the Colville river runs through our 
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farm. About a week ago we received four cans of little trout to put into 
the river. There is a fish hatchery at Colville, about thirty-five miles from 
our place, and every spring they send out cans of little fish to the different 
lakes and streams around here. I am sending you a story which I like, 
and thought the other Boosters might like. Part of it is something like a 
story that I read, and part of it I wrote myself. The name of it is The 
Golden Pear Tree. I like all the Boosters’ letters, and would like to visit 
Velma Megown’s Pleasant View ranch. I am sure it must be nice there. 


Your loving friend, Mildred M. Edwards. 


We are glad to have three Boosters from one family. That is a 
little club already. Now if you can interest some of your school 
friends, or some of the neighbors’ children, you can boost the club 
along. Or are neighbors a long way off on those big Washington 
farms? We were delighted to receive your first letter, and will be glad 
to know how the Boosters grow in numbers, there at Valley. 


New Orleans, La. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—I am a Booster and would like to have all of 
the Boosters help me to pray for my little dog that is sick. She coughs and 
has signs of distemper. I do not like to see her sick. “The Puzzle Page” 
interests me, and so do all the other pages. We have a bird house on the 
shed right back of us, and the birds certainly sing sweetly. My flowers 
are in bloom now, and are very pretty. We have lots of trees in our yard 
and it is such a pretty sight to see the tops of them. I hope my dog gets 
well. I.wish some Boosters would write to me. My address is 3918 Banks 
Street. Your loving Booster, May Everett Douglas. 


Philadelphia, Pa. 
Dear Secretary—I am receiving Wee Wisdom magazine for the first 
time. It is very interesting, and Mother is really very fond of it. It has 
wonderful stories and poems, and the Bible Lessons are very easy for little 
children to understand. I am a girl fifteen years of age. I am in the 
Bible class in Sunday School. I would love to know, could I become a 
member of the Booster Club? Do you need to pay money to join the club? 
I will try to get some of the girls of my Sunday School class to be members 
of the Booster Club. I would be very glad if some of the Boosters would 
correspond with me. My address is 239 Queen St., Rm. 2. Your lov- 

ing friend, Mary Anderson. 


You surely have the Booster spirit in wanting to secure new mem- 
bers, and because you expressed the desire to belong we have entered 
your name as a member of the club. There are no dues, but if you 
desire a Booster pin you send twenty-five cents to the Booster Club, 
asking for the pin. 
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Green River, Wyo. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—As this is my first letter to you I want to tell 
you that I enjoy you very much. I like “The Little Gray House at the 
End of the Lane,” and the letters the best. I don’t get many letters so I 
wish you would tell some of the Wees to write to me. I will willingly cor- 
respond with any Wee who will correspond with me. I must close now, 
but I will send some stories soon. Harriette C. Jones. 

It is fine, Harriette, to have you write us, and if you want a 
Booster correspondent keep saying to yourself, “Just the right one of 
the Wees will answer my letter, and we will be great friends.” 

Winnipeg, Man. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—It is a long time since I have written you. I 
have not forgotten you, but have been busy with my lessons. I am trying 
to weed my thought garden, and speak kind words. Sometimes I forget, 
but I am praying each day for power to get better. We think that we are 
going to move to Chicago. If we do, we will send our address. I got this 
little thought in my mind last night, “God is love.” I think it is true. 
Your Booster, , Olive Peacock. 


We are sure, Olive, that your thought garden is going to give to 
the world many flowers in the shape ef wonderful words. 


. South Bellingham, Wash. 
Dear Friends—Just a few lines to let you know that I am better in 
both health and at school work. Tuesday we begin our final tests and I 
would be pleased if you would work for me. Are there any Boosters in 
this town? Thanking you, I am your friend, Lee E. Austin. 
We are always glad to help our Boosters in their school studies. 
If there are any Boosters in Bellingham, will they please write to Lee? 


Phoenixville, Pa. 
Dear Sir—I am a reader of the magazine and would like to know 
how to get a Peter Pan cap. Yours truly, James Hoskins. 
If you send in five subscriptions for Wee Wisdom, James, you are 
sent one of the caps from headquarters. 
Riverton, Wyo. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—I wish to tell you I like you very much, and, 
also, your visits to our home every month. It will soon be time for us to go 
on our camping trip. We go every summer and look forward to it with 
pleasure, for we enjoy nature. I think it keeps us closer to God. I hope 
all you Wees are enjoying your vacation as much as sister and I. We 
both passed into higher grades. The teacher said that I did splendid in 
all my studies except arithmetic. Help me to hold the good thought that 
I may improve in this study next year. Wishing you Wees a pleasant and 
prosperous vacation, yours in Truth. Elizabeth Megown. 
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Whenever you think of your arithmetic during the summer, say to 
yourself, “‘My Christ in me has perfect understanding of the science of 
numbers, and — this I shall find the work easy and good fun 
next year.’ 

Clinton, Mo. 

Dear Boosters—I received my first copy of Wee Wisdom this morn- 
ing. I have read about the Boosters and would like to be one. I am in- 
closing twenty-five cents for the Booster pin. I like the Boosters’ motto, 
and I will try to carry it with me all the time. I am twelve years old and 
am in the eighth grade at school. I like my school, but I cannot honestly 
say I like my music lessons. I have stopped them for the summer, but 
Mother wants me to keep on practicing. I hope to do much to radiate 
sunshine, even in the darkest corners of the world. Yours in love, 

Lois C. Wilks. 

We are sure you will radiate. “Our wishes do but measure our 
capabilities.” 

Millboro, S. D. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I received the copy of Wee Wisdom a few 
days ago. I have read it through and it is so good that I don’t know 
which part I like best. Last week I went down to visit some friends in 
Nebraska. They live near the canyons of the Keyapohaha river. The 
canyons are beautiful. From the house we could see many large, pine 
covered hills, about a quarter of a mile distant. They wind in and out 
until they are lost from sight. The family where-I visited was Zeigler’s. 
They have five children, all girls except one. The boy is five years young. 
Robert is his name. Mildred is the youngest. She is a very dear, sweet 
baby. Waneta is seven years young and Emma is nine. Emma writes 
lovely poems and stories. We want her to send some of her work to Wee 
Wisdom. Etta is twelve years young; we visit each other every summer, 
and we always have good times together. Mamma and Papa came to 
take me back, and on our way home we were caught in a shower. We 
had the top up, as we were in a car, and so we did not get wet. One 
thing I did not tell you about, and that is about the beautiful birds that 
sang in the canyons. It made me feel happy to hear them sing in the 
morning. Do you not think birds are beautiful? I think that all of God’s 
creatures are. Well I will close, with love to all, from, 

Fredrice Johnson. 

Yes, we, too, think birds and all of God’s creatures are beauti- 
ful. One can find loveliness in everything if one but has eyes that see 


aright. 
Poctola, S. D. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—I am sending you a dollar to pay your traveling 
expenses, because I like you very much and do not want to miss your visits. 
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I live in the Black Hills; we have pretty wild flowers, and a little brook runs 
near by. We have some pines, too, and they are green all summer and 
winter. Wild raspberries and other wild fruits grow for us. It is very 
pretty here, with the high hills and deep canyons. , 
Wenona Boodleman. 
Joplin, Mo. 
Dear W ees—This is my first letter to Wee Wisdom. Not long ago 
I was in Kansas City but did not get to go to visit Unity or Wee Wisdom. 
I should like to know if there are any Wees in Joplin besides myself. If 
there are I should be glad to have their addresses. [Speak up Wees.] I 
have a little nephew who was born in July. He is very sweet. I should be 
very glad to hear from some of the Wees. Yours in Truth, 
Mary Helen Millsap. 


Forest City, Ark. 
Dearest Wees, and Royal—I am a little girl from Arkansas who has 
been taking Wee Wisdom only a year, but I enjoy it very much. This is 
my first letter, and I don’t believe I have ever seen one in Wee Wisdom 
from Arkansas. I always read the Booster Club letters. I read one in 
the July number from Anna L. O’Connell. She certainly does live in an 
interesting place, and she writes such nice letters. I enjoy reading about 
Peter Pan, and “The Little Gray House at the End of the Lane.” I will 
be in the eighth grade when school starts. I am enclosing $1.25 to pay for 
dear Wee Wisdom’s traveling expenses for another year, and a Booster 
pin. I sure do wish that some of you Boosters would write to me. I prom- 
ise I will write back. My post office box number is 265. With lots of love 

for each one of you, I remain your friend, Clarice McCain. 


Topeka, Kans. 
Dear Royal, and Boosters—I enjoyed meeting with you so much 
when I was in Kansas City that I want to be a Booster, too, and try to 
scatter sunshine. I am nine years old. I am sending my money for the 
Booster pin, and for my subscription to Wee Wisdom. With love, 
Mary Louise Harbaugh. 


White Sulphur Springs, W. Va. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—I would like to join the happy Booster Club. 
I go to the Louisville Truth Center on Sundays. In the fall I am going to 
get up a little club. I already have five members, and I have gotten two sub- 
scriptions to the magazine. I am inclosing twenty-five cents for my pin. 
Your friend in Truth, Bettie Harrison Davis. 


Nahant, Mass. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—l live in Worcester, Mass., in the winter, but in 
the summer I live at the beach. Nahant is a lovely place. I took up a col- 
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lection of wild flowers. How many do you suppose I got? I guess I will 
have to tell you. I got sixty. Mrs. Fuller sends you to me for a present, 
and I make a present of you to my cousin Dorothy Darbin. Would you 
please send me a Booster pin, for I should like to be a Booster. I am in- 
closing twenty-five cents. From, Mildred Oldson. 


Arlington, Kans. 
Dear Wees—I have not written to you in a long time. The August 
number of Wee Wisdom has lots of good things in it. I like all of your 
stories, but some I like better than others. ““The Little Gray House at the 
End of the Lane,” is just fine, and I hope the new serial will be as good. 
I like Blanche’s Corner. I get my Sunday School lesson there. With love, 
I am your friend, Meryle Palpke. 


Marian failed to give her address, but wrote the following letter. 

Dear W ees—Our Glad Game Club is progressing finely. One of the 
girls is having a good time visiting in Arizona. My birthday was the 
eleventh of last month, and we had a good time going to a picnic in the 
mountains. I read Wee Wisdom to my dolls, and they seem to like it, too. 
We are the Busy Bee Band of Fairies. It seems as if I never could stop 
breathing this lovely air. When my sister falls, as she often does, I kiss her 
and I know that God will heal her right away. I have been reading the 
Alcott books, and I enjoy them immensely, especially “Little Women.” 
They help me very much, like Wee Wisdom does. Marian Garwood. 


Ionia, Mich. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—This is my first letter to you, although you have 
- been visiting me for more than a year. I like your Magic Pillows very 
much; when you come we always learn something from them. I have.a 
little demonstration to tell you of. Last Sunday we went to the Fair 
Grounds and took our supper. There a large bumblebee stung me right on 
my cheek, and every one around me said it would swell up, but mamma 
and papa worked over it and it did not swell, but left only a little hole 
which can hardly be seen now. This is a little Magic Pillow that came 
to me: 
Good night, 
Sleep tight, 
Wake up bright, 
In the morning light, 
To do what is right. 
Your loving friend, Vivian Engen. 
Togo, Saskatchewan, Canada. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—lI would be so disappointed if you did not visit 
my home any more. So I am sending your traveling expenses for another 
year. Oh! everything is just glorious this morning! It rained all last night 
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and the air is fresh and sweet. The birds are enjoying it, too. Their merry 
songs come in to me through the open west window. I have made many 
friends through Wee Wisdom. Some of the Wees and I have gotten up a 
correspondence club. There are five of us and we take turns being editor. 
It’s great fun, and very nice as well. Each member writes a letter and 
sometimes sends a story or poem. I love the Peter Pan stories and “The 
Little Gray House at the end of the Lane.” I’m so glad that you have 
grown larger, for now you have so many more interesting things to read 
about. I can’t begin to tell you how much good Wee Wisdom has. done 


‘for me and for our family. Ever your loving Booster, 


Florence M. Wager. 


Watertown, Mass. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—I am sending money for a Booster pin. I want 
to become a Booster and belong to the Club. My cousin in Worcester sent 
you to me this year. Att the end of that time I shall pay your expenses 
myself. I always read your stories as soon as you come. I like you so 
much that I read the articles many times. Will some of the Wees please 
write to me? My address is 13 Elliot Street. I would like to know the 
address of Thelma V. Stanley, of Newton, Mass. I will always be true 
to my pin. Your loving reader, Dorothy F. Durbin. 
Thelma’s address is 148 Waverly Avenue. 


Philadelphia, Pa. 
Dear W ees—I wish you all could have as nice a time as I had while 
touring through New England. We stayed in Boston two days and went 
sight-seeing. I saw so many things it is hard to remember them all. In 
the White Mountains I went up Mount Washington in a car with a funny 
engine in the back of it. It had cogs to pull it up, for it is the steepest grade 
railway in the world. It was cloudy and we could not see much, but it 
was wonderful. When we were touring through the woods it was delightful 
to hear the birds sing and see the beautiful trees. We visited West Point, 
the training school for soldiers. It is built upon a hill, and looks like an old 
fortress. I am going to the Pocano Mountains next month, and expect to 
have a grand time, for I was there last summer and enjoyed myself im- 
mensely. Before I went home I was wishing Wee Wisdom could be sent 
to me, but it could not, so I read it as soon as I got home. I would like to 

know what some of the other Wees are doing. Your loving reader, 
Dorothy Henry. 


Los Angeles, Cal. 

My Dear Friends—I want to thank you for your kindness and interest 
in us. Unity Magazine arrived today. Mother wants to subscribe for it; 
we three children love Wee Wisdom and are going to subscribe for it. We 
all know the little “Prayer of Faith” that you sent us, and we say it night 
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and morning, and in the day, too. The little book of instructions in healing 
is very helpful. We are getting along much better since I wrote last. It is 
the true prayer to God that is sending the money to us. Our house is not 
properly furnished yet, but all of us think it will be by Christmas, if we have 
faith and pray without stopping. Before this time next year we shall be 
studying music, I think. I thank you for that beautiful letter you sent me. 
I read it daily and I shall keep it forever. This is from Doreen and Megan, 
too. Lovingly, Irene Stokes. 


Los Angeles, Cal. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—Y ou are always a great joy to me, and I read 
all of your articles in one evening. I have learned many lessons from you. 
I especially like the Booster Club letters, Blanche’s Corner, and Royal's 
pieces about the flowers in springtime. After I read your stories I give you 


to Mary Emily Rises. With love, Minnie E. Benedict. 


Tampa, Fla. 
Dear Boosters—Beatrice Brown and I have formed a club which we 
call the Sunshine Boosters. Anita Howell would like to be a member of 
your club and have one of your pins. Inclosed you will find a money order 
for fifty cents, for two pins. Please send them to the address given: 907 
Avon Avenue, care of J. C. Philips, and oblige, Anita Howell. 


Mantua, Ohio. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—Our school started the first day of September, 
and I am in the sixth grade. Miss Neal, from Michigan, is our 
teacher. I have four brothers and five sisters. One of them has a little 
baby girl six months old. Her name is Minnie. I like the story of ““Bug-a- 
Boo-Bill” and “‘Peter Pan” and “The Little Gray House at the End of 
the Lane.” My brother, Milton, is sixteen years old and he is working on 
a farm, and he brought us a pigeon. My sister, Alma, is teaching me how 
to crochet. I received my Wee Wisdom today, and I was very glad to get 
it. From your friend, Glady Bochelman. 


San Diego, Cal. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—This is my first letter to you. I enjoy you very 
much, and so does my little brother. I save all my Wee Wisdom maga- 
zines and read them to him. My brother is seven years old, and | am ten. 
We want to start a club. Will you please give us some suggestions? I 
hope my letter will reach you by the fifteenth of the month. Wishing you 
all good, your loving reader, Josie Carey. 


San Mateo, Cal. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—I should so like to be a Booster. I have received 
visits from Wee Wisdom for nearly a year. My friend and I read you to- 
gether and both of us enjoy the stories, but we like “The Little Gray House 
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at the End of the Lane,” best. I should like some of the Boosters about my 
age (thirteen years) to write to me. My address is 605 West Poplar 
Avenue. I remain your loving reader, Katherine Morgan. 


Chateauguay, P. Q. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—Well, here it is August, and I think it is about 
time for me to write you again. I suppose most of the Boosters are enjoy- 
ing cool, refreshing country breezes, or else are ducking and splashing in 
the foaming waves of the ocean. I am enjoying the second month of a 
lovely holiday at Lake St. Louis, near Montreal, Quebec, where we go 
swimming daily. We also have boat rides, auto rides, parties and picnics. 
We are all looking forward to a lovely picnic next week, when a friend 
whom I am expecting arrives. We hope to take our supper, catch a small 
steamer that will pick us up here at Chateauguay wharf, eat our meal 
on the boat, arrive at our destination, a small countryseat near here, at 
about nine o'clock, and finally leave for home in automobiles that will come 
for us. Don’t you think that a nice sort of outing? We will get two kinds 
of rides in one picnic. I am going to give a little play next week, called, 
‘Hansel and Gretchel,” done in pantomime. Nobody but children will act, 
and the proceeds will go to a local charity that is sadly in need of funds. 
I do hope you will all wish me success. I wrote out the acting part and 
songs, myself. Please don’t think I was boasting in my last statement, but 
I just wanted to point out that the whole entertainment is to be carried out 
by children. Celeste, my little sister, received the lovely letter written to 
her by Unity; Silent Unity is praying for her sick friend. The little girl is 
already better, and her little two-year-old brother did not catch the disease 
at all. Celeste is full of thanks and praise; and she is very glad that you 
liked her story. Well, it is bedtime, so I must say good-by for the present. 
Much love to all, Jane Belnap. 


- San Jose, Cal. 
Dear W ees—This is the first time I have written to you, although you 
have visited my home for three years. My aunt sent you to me for a 
Christmas present, and it was a very nice one. [ read all your stories from 
cover to cover, two or three times. I wrote to Harriet Eells until I lost her 
address. Are there any other Boosters in San Jose? [Speak for your- 
selves, Boosters.] I enjoy “The Little Gray House at the End of the 
Lane.” I like the Puzzle Page, and Blanche’s Corner. My mother takes 
Unity. Iam eleven years old and I am in the seventh grade. I go to the 
Normal Training School. I am going away on my vacation this week. 
With lots of love to all the Wees and to Royal. From a loving Booster, 

Genevive Hart. 


Cambridge, Mass. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—You seem to have something more delightful 
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each month. I am fourteen this month, while you are much older. I have 
saved all the copies of the magazine and intend to have them made into 
book form. I am so thankful because my father who was very ill is better, 
and that school will soon open, and for the many friends that you have 
brought to me. I was down to visit Longfellow Park a week ago. It is a 
lovely spot. There is a large bronze tablet in the center of the park, on 
which are pictures of Evangeline, Hiawatha, The Village Blacksmith, 
Miles Standish, and other of the well known characters of Longfellow’s 
poems. Longfellow’s home is across from the park. It is a picturesque 
house, and has many quaint curiosities. It is very pleasant to see these 
things. I hope that some of the Wees will have a chance to visit Cambridge 
sometime. If Nancy McRae sees this letter I hope she will write. Your 
loving Wee, Marion Fitzpatrick. 


. Cleveland, Ohio. 

My Dear Wees—This is my third letter to you. Everything is so 
beautiful in the summer that I do not like to see the months go by. Last 
winter I had “flu,” but I kept saying, “God is Life, and God loves me,” 
and in a few weeks I was able to go to school. I had the highest average 
in my class. I had all E’s. Wasn’t that good? Next year I will be a 
“Freshie” in High School. I am twelve years old. I was so glad to read 
how fine the Boosters are progressing. Best of all I love the Peter Pan 
stories. I love nature, and would give worlds if I only could be with 
Dame Nature throughout the year. But I suppose there will be time yet 
for me to travel. Glancing across the street, I saw an elderly crippled man. 
I know he did not pray to God to help him, because if he had done so, he 
would be well and strong. I have not yet joined the Booster Club, but 
intend to do so, soon. I am a church and Sunday School member, and I 
love to attend Sunday School. I have a great many friends. I can make 
up poetry, and my teachers say it is very good. I love to read the letters 
by Harriet Eells. I would like to correspond with her. She surely does 
love nature, doesn’t she? My street address is 86071 Cedar Avenue. 
With love to all the Boosters, and may God bless you all, 


Norma Louise Baker. 


Gunhuild Lemberg, who is now at Bayou, LaBatre, Ala., has 
written for the Wees about what one boy accomplished by his example. 
It is a story without a name and each one can have the fun of thinking 
out one for himself. Here is the story: Once there was a boy named 
Frank. One day he came home from school and said, ““Mamma, let 
me try my hand.” So she smiled and sat down and the boy washed 
the dishes, swept the floor, cooked the dinner, and then went to school. 
But nobody knew that. But one day the teacher saw him washing 
dishes, and she told the whole school, and pretty soon every boy did 
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that, and then the mothers had a nice time. Frank never was late to 
school. When he grew up he was rich and happy. 
Austin, Ohio. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—I am reading the little book. I like ““The Little 
Gray House at the End of the Lane,” and the Puzzle Page. I like the 
little verses, too. We are going to Sunday School and church. We go 
every Sunday. I like to go; we have a little class of our own. Write to 


me. With love, Helen Winkle. 


Genevieve Kulper, Beatrice, Neb., has sent in a poem entitled 
“Beautiful,” which has been a great help to her, and she wants the 
Wees to have the benefit of reading it. Genevieve wants other Boosters 
to write to her; her street number is 415 South Fifth Street. The 


verses referred to are: 


Beautiful sun, that giveth light, 
Beautiful moon, that shineth by night; 
Beautiful planets in the heavens so far; 
Beautiful twinkle of each little star. 


Beautiful waters, so blue and so clear; 
Beautiful sound of the surges we hear; 
Beautiful brooklet, it ripples so sweet, 
Beautiful flowers, that bloom at our feet. 


Beautiful springtime, when all is delight; 
Beautiful summer, so warm and so bright. 
Beautiful autumn with fruits and with grain; 
Beautiful winter, with snowflakes again. 


Alwelda Morris, Spokane, Wash., is at Priest Lake, Idaho, 
learning to swim, and to row a boat; she is enjoying the beautiful trees 
and water. Alwelda likes the letters best of the articles in Wee Wis- 
dom. After reading her magazine she gives it to either one of her best 
friends, Lois or Edna. She wants to hear from Boosters; and her 
address is East 548 Heroy Avenue. 


_ Lomo Alto, Texas. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—This is my first letter to you. I love you so 
much because of the message you carry to so many homes. I am ten years 
old and my brother Richard is eleven. We both enjoy reading everything 
you write, and especially the Magic Pillows. We live forty miles from any 
town. Last night was the second time I ever heard a preacher preach. 
Mamma has taken Weekly Unity for three years, so, you see, God’s mes- 
sage reaches those who desire it, and it does not make any difference where 
they are. Will all the dear little Boosters help me to get well of stomach . 
trouble? I know you will, for I can almost hear the answer. Please enter 
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my name as a Booster and you will find twenty-five cents inclosed for the 
pin. Lovingly yours, Eva Winters. 


Esther May Howell of Memphis, Tenn., who says she likes 
Wee Wisdom very much, wants to be a Booster and has sent for a pin. 
She promises that sometime she will write a letter for the Wees. We 
are glad to add her to the Booster list. 


Mable Ingram of Grant Pass, Ore., has written Wee Wisdom 
for the first time and has sent in a story called “Grandma's Story.” 
8 tells of how much she enjoys Wee Wisdom. Her address is 

ox 92. 


We have a letter from Lillian Roberts, one of our Boosters in 
Bellingham, Wash., who says she is very fond of Wee Wisdom. 


Fill in the missing letters and find those running through the center 
spelling the name of a welcome visitor. 


(2) The fashion - show the new dresses made with 
The materials are sheer and the designs are flower 
rose. The dealers carry lines. 

The missing words are all spelled with the same letters. 


(3) Read the following sentence of three words: 
All O. 


Answer to puzzle in last month’s page, Fourth of July. 


tinted 
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Lesson 13, SEPTEMBER 26, 1920. 
REVIEW 
GoLpEN TExT—Man looketh on the outward appearance, but Je- 
hovah looketh on the heart.—I Samuel 16:7. 
The lessons in the past quarter cover a period of seventy-three years. 
David is the central figure in the first eight of these lessons, and the remain- 


ing four are about Solomon. In our review let us touch upon the principal 
point in each lesson: 1. Because of his faith and trust in the Lord, David 
conquers the Philistines with one stone from his sling. 2: A beautiful 
friendship is established between David and Jonathan, and Jonathan be- 
friends David, even in the face of his father’s wrath. 3. David shows 
marvelous generosity toward Saul, whose life he spares. 4. David is 
chosen king of Israel, to succeed Saul. 5. David manifests his love for 
God by his devotion to him and his worship of him. 6. David holds 
Jonathan in loving remembrance, and shows great kindness to Jonathan’s 
son. 7. David sins and loses his beloved son, Absalom. 8. David be- 
comes penitent and prayerful and is pardoned. 9. Solomon’s reign begins, 
and he prays for an understanding heart. 10. Solomon strictly obeys 
God’s word. 11. The Queen of Sheba comes to interview Solomon and 
judge of his great wisdom. 12. Temperance lesson. 
For the Children 

_ Tell in your own words interesting things you remember about the 

lives of David and Jonathan. 


Lesson 1, OcToBER 3, 1920. 
BIRTH AND CHILDHOOD OF JESUS.—Matthew 2:1-15. 


GoLDEN TEXT—T hou shalt call his name Jesus; for it is he that shall 
save his people from their sins—Matthew 1:21. 
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At the time the babe Jesus was born in Bethlehem of Judea, Herod 
was king. Long, long before that time, it had been prophesied that a child 
should be born who would be the ruler over Israel, and when Herod heard 
of the birth of Jesus, he was troubled, for he was very selfish and wanted 
to be the king himself. He called together the chief priests and the scribes 
and bade them to tell where the child should be found. He asked the wise 
men to find the child, and to inform him of its whereabouts, that he, too, 
might go to worship the new born king. He was very shrewd and cunning, 
but he left God out of his calculations, and they all came to nothing. The 
wise men were students of the stars, so God led them to Jesus by a sign 
they could understand. He sent a bright star before them and caused it 
to stop just over the place where the babe lay. They entered the door and 
fell down and worshiped Jesus, giving him rare gifts. God told them in a 
dream that they must not reveal to Herod the birthplace of Jesus, so they 
arose and returned to their own country by another way. The angel of 
the Lord appeared to Joseph in a dream and told him to take his wife and 
the baby and flee into Egypt, and Joseph departed with them by night. 
Questions for the Children to Answer 

Why did God choose a star to guide the wise men to Jesus? Because 
they understood the stars, and God always gives us signs we can under- 
stand. 

Note the conduct of the wise men, and tell how it should apply to us. 
1. They sought Jesus. 2. They found Jesus. 3. They rejoiced over 
Jesus. 4. They worshiped Jesus. 5. They gave gifts to Jesus. 


HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEsson—“/ will worship the king, 
who is born in my heart.” 


Lesson 2, OcTOBER 10, 1920. 
BAPTISM AND TEMPTATION OF JESUS.—Matthew 3:13- 
17, 4:1-11. 

GOLDEN TEXT—T his is my beloved Son, in whom I am well pleased. 
—Matthew 3:17. 

In this lesson we find Jesus at the river Jordan, asking John to baptize 
him. He wanted to illustrate for the people how he had been inwardly 
baptized by the Spirit. After his baptism, the voice of the Lord proclaimed, 
“This is my beloved Son, in whom I am well pleased.” Then came three 
temptations to Jesus. He had fasted forty days and forty nights, and the 
devil came to him and cunningly whispered, “Command that these stones 
become bread;” but Jesus would not. Then the tempter took him up into 
a high place in the temple and bade him cast himself down to the ground. 
But again Jesus was firm. His next temptation came when Satan took 
him up into a high mountain and showed him all the kingdoms of the world 
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and their glory, saying, “All these things will I give thee, if thou wilt fall 
down and worship me.” Jesus told him to depart, for he would worship 
and serve only God. Then Satan left him, and angels came and ministered 
unto him. 

Questions for the Children to Answer 

How did Jesus meet Satan’s temptations? With firm and unwaver- 
ing trust in God. 

How are we helped by meeting and conquering temptation? It 
makes us stronger and more confident of God’s power to help us. 

What did Jesus gain in the end by resisting temptation? The angels 
came and ministered to him, and he had the good feeling that comes when 
one knows he has done the right thing. 

._ HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LESSON—“Greater is he that is in 
you than he that is in the world.” 


Lesson 3, OcToBER 17, 1920. 
JESUS BEGINS HIS MINISTRY.—Matthew 4:12-25. 


GoLDEN TEXT—Repent ye; for the kingdom of heaven is at hand.— 
Matthew 4:17. 


We now find Jesus leaving his boyhood home and going to Galilee, 


where the people did not know of God and the kingdom of heaven. Jesus 
came to bring them the great light of truth. Walking by the sea of Galilee, 
Jesus saw two brothers fishing. They were Simon Peter and Andrew. 
Jesus called to them and said, “Come ye after me, and I will make you 


fishers of men.” They did not hesitate, but immediately left their nets and 
followed him. A little farther on Jesus saw Zebedee and his two sons, 
James and John, in a ship, mending their nets. He called to the sons as he 
had to Peter and Andrew, and they also came to Jesus at once. They did 
not say, “Wait awhile,” or “Later on, I may,” but they came at once. 
People soon learned of Jesus, and as he went about preaching and teach- 
ing and healing, people with all manner of diseases came to him, and he 
healed them. He ministered to the minds and bodies of his followers, 
just as he does today, and sent them on their way healed and rejoicing. 
; Questions for the Children to Answer 

What.took Jesus to Galilee? He felt the need of the people for the 
knowledge of God and truth. 

What good example is set us by Peter, Andrew, James, and John? 
The immediate response to Christ’s call to follow him and assist in his work. 
Was there any disease or affliction that resisted his power? No. 

Is there any condition that resists Christ’s power today? No. All 
things are possible through Jesus Christ. 

HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEssoN—“‘I will follow Christ and 
serve him loyally.” 
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Ben, as he was passing down the lane, called, “Good 
morning. Feels sorta fall-ish, don’t she?” 

2 I wanted to call back something like this, “Yes, Uncle 
Ben, she do; and the feel of it’s gone to my head, and my 
fingers, and my toes. Let’s dance.” 

But I have a high regard for Uncle Ben, so I answered, demurely 
enough, surely does.” 

It is not chilly this morning, for the crisp autumn days have yet to 
come, but there is something in the soft hazy air that tells of summer’s 
good-by. These are dream days. Not the sort of dreams that stop 
with the dreaming, but the sort that leave one tingling with a desire to 
make them come true. On such a morning, the doors of the imagi- 
nation are thrown wide open. 

Past my window a moment ago, yip, yipping, went Bug-Bill-a- 
Boo and his monstrous buffalo. If I had been looking with anything 
less than the eyes of my imagination I might have seen in the giant 
nothing more than a strange resemblance to my slender brown little son. 
Then, too, some folks might think “Peanuts” hardly monstrous enough 
for the steed. However, he holds his head up high, and makes up in 
speed what he may lack in size. 

ennis was considered for the part of the “wolf,” but-he looks 
really more like a fox. Besides that, “coming to heel” behind our 
monstrous buffalo, is sometimes unwise. I fully believe that there is 
no malicious intent in his heart, but said heel often flies out unexpect- 
edly, and even when it is regarded in the light of playfulness, it does 
not prevent the unpleasant result which follows in its wake. So we 
just entirely imagine the wolf, with splendid results. 

The “eagle” on ordinary days, is our neighbor’s white leghorn 
rooster. Since he really does fly like a bird, the only thing left to the 
imagination, is the size,—which is nothing at all. 

The squirrel who lives in the big maple, makes an excellent 
“prairie dog,” when one forgets his bushy tail. 


"iy HERE is a hint of autumn in the air. This morning Uncle 


39 
| 
acs 


4 
4 


. 


40 WEE WISDOM 


There was just a suggestion of a shadow when I insisted that the 
giant wear overalls, instead of the blanket which the artist draped so 
gracefully around his form when he appeared in Wee Wisdom. I 
conceded the feather and even the bracelet, but on the blanket I stood 
firm. That is, I really didn’t stand on the blanket, you know, but on 
my convictions. At any rate, when I| explained how much easier it 
would be to ride in overalls than in a blanket, we decided that Bug- 
Bill-a-Boo would have been very glad if he had owned a pair, and the 
sun shone brightly again. 

These are glorious days—these dream days, and the best of it is, 
there is never a dream that is too big to come true. 

We are going back to school now. You know, in June we said 
how fortunate it was that vacation began when we were so anxious to 
get out of doors. Well, isn’t it splendid that our studies begin in 
September, when the “‘feel’’ of autumn has aroused our ambitions, and 
energy, and desire, to get to work ? 

It is a great world, isn’t it, and splendidly conducted, from schools 
to seasons ? 


HOW POPPY BECAME YELLOW 
A pale, half open poppy ' 


Hid a sunbeam in her heart, 
And, with all her care forgotten, 


To dreamland did depart. 


But when she woke next morning 
Her charms could scarce be told; 
That tiny little sunbeam 
Had clothed her all in gold. | —Selected. 


DEAR BoosTERS: 

We are giving you four extra pages again this month, so 
September Wee Wisdom is the same size that our Birthday 
Number was. Looks as though our dear magazine just must 
grow, doesn’t it? Perhaps you will like the increase so well that 
you will all go to work to secure those extra subscriptions. Then, 
we can give you several more pages than we are giving you in this 


number. 
With much love, 
WEE Wispom. 
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Just a hazy mist-cloud 
O’er the sky's blue, 
Lot of dreams a stirrin’ 


In the heart of you, 


Lulls you, yet disturbs 


you, 
Until you remember, 
‘Long comes a cool morn- 
ing, 


That it is September. 
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